THE          DUMP          AT          BETHUNE

salad which they washed down with mugs of strong
sweet tea.

" There's no need for me to warn you that you've
got to be damn careful over this business," said the
Captain finally, lighting a cigarette. " My latest
information is that the Germans haven't crossed the
canal. It may be wrong. Even if it isn't, that's not
to say they aren't in Bethune the other side of the
canal. In which case small parties may have crossed."

" You bet I'll be careful/' replied Paterson, draining
a mug of tea. " Careful as a cat burglar. It's damned
lucky that dump is on this side of the canal. Other-
wise we couldn't have done anything, now all the
bridges are blown up."

" What N.C.O. are you taking ? "

"Sergeant Lambert."

" Let's have him in, then, and we'll get down
to it."

Paterson went to the doorway and called: " Ser-
geant Lambert." In a few moments the sergeant
appeared, a man of portly mien in the early forties.
He contrived to invest the most trivial things he did
with an air of importance by the impressive delibera-
tion of his manner.

" Help yourself to a mug of tea, sergeant/' said the
Captain.

Sergeant Lambert produced an excellent imitation
of a scientist in a laboratory carefully pouring into a
test-tube some rare distillation When the mug was
half-full he suddenly stopped, his glance fixed on the
outside of the jug

" A most striking coincidence, sir," he exclaimed,
portentously

" Oh, what ? "

" This pattern, sir Exactly identical with the one
on the jug and wash-basin in our bedroom at home."
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